Until it Sleeps 


Author: fangl38 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: James Hetfield, Kirk Hammett, Lars Ulrich 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Jan 28 2010 13:24:28 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first band fic caused by watching to many interviews. Any and all feedback is welcomed and 
appreciated. 


UNTIL IT SLEEPS 


A frown creeps across my face as | closely inspect the bathroom of this hotel room. Years of completing this 
regimen show me little more than changes in decor. | search for the tiniest clue | should not attempt to use 
this bathroom. After thoroughly checking the cleanliness | decide that it is safe to shower here. Only then do | 
leave the room to gather my things to shower. | align my body wash, shampoo, conditioner, wash rag, and 
towel within reach of the shower. | turn on the water and observe the spray flow as it falls from the shower 


head and swirls into the drain. | change the water temperature until it feels comfortable. 


There were so many days in the past where | would have laughed at someone performing such a regimen to 
take a shower. We were lucky to be able to wash up in a sink back then. Since then life has become 


increasingly hectic. With all that happens day in and day out such things are my only outlet for control. Its 


hard now to think of not doing this in every hotel | stay in. | already feel calm knowing the steps | just took. 


| remove the robe | am wearing and discard it carefully onto a towel bar. My hand reaches out to feel the 
water once more. Just then | hear the door open and my mind immediately races in full panic of utter 
embarrassment. As the door opens | recognize the shape of the body | have known for over twenty years. | 
breathe a sigh of relief. There's a smile in his eyes and that infamous Danish smile across his face. | hear him 
chuckle although it is in my mind and not coming out of his mouth. He closes the door and walks over to me. 
He rests his head on the back of my shoulder and wraps his arms around my abdomen. | tense at the feel of 
cloth against my bare skin. 


| feel his lips curl into a smile before he lifts his head to speak, " We have to leave for the radio interview in 


a half hour. | came to make sure you were getting ready." 
| need to take a shower. I'm not leaving without taking my fucking shower." 


He chuckles as he shakes his head, "Kirk and your quirks." As he takes off his shirt he says, "I'll just have to 


help you along then. That way we will have a chance of leaving on time." 


| smile my back still turned to him as | think of the chance that will happen. | step into the water as Lars 
takes off the remainder of his clothes. The water flows down my body and the beads bounce against the 
muscles easing any lingering tension from the gig we played last night. Lars joins me under the water and our 
bodies fit together in familiar closeness. His hands slide down my sides touching as much as possible and | feel 
the roughness of his hands, the damage playing the drums have caused over the years. My body pushes 
against his involuntarily and | hear his breath catch. 


His fingers glide further tracing my flames as | tilt my head to let his teeth and mouth attack my neck. Never 
nearly as hard as | like. Even in a state of lust Metallica is still the first thing on his mind. | know no matter 
how | plead and beg he will leave no markings of our encounter as always. | whine as | feel his touch leave 
mine. He chuckles out loud and mutters something in Danish under his breath in a loving tone. He reaches for 
the body wash and wash rag. He lathers the soap on the rag and looks at me with that sweet smile. His hands 
wash over me lasting only seconds on each body part. With every touch my desire increases until I'm sure 
every nerve is firing, anticipating the pleasure to follow. As he works his way up to my chest our mouths 


finally meet and our tongues play together, a duet of familiarity. 


Our two bodies become closer and the electric sensation of our erections meeting causes us both to moan in 
each others mouths. | suddenly have an irresistible urge to taste him. | slide down on my knees careful not to 
slip and look into his eyes longingly. The lust in his causes me to get even harder. He mumbles something about 
being late for the interview. | reply that my hair still needs washing. Instead of replying he grabs the shampoo 
and places it on a rack in the shower. | smile excitedly as | open my mouth lavishing in the taste that has 
become like a comfort food. He steadies himself as he attempts to wet my hair enough to shampoo it. As | 
take more of him in my mouth his struggle increases as he loses the ability to function. 


He grabs the shampoo and pours it in his hand as | lick the underside of his shaft and move my way 


downwards to suck softly on his balls. His breath hitches and he quickly grabs my head and lifts it upwards to 
shampoo my hair. He gives me that look that means he is about to lose it all. | smile happily and return to 
taking his cock in my mouth as he scrubs the shampoo into a lather subtly increasing the pressure as his 
breath becomes quicker then before. As he starts to lose control he pulls my head back and rinses the 
shampoo out. | Pout as he looks at me. He quickly pulls me up and we meet again in another hungry kiss. His 
fingers slide ever so slowly down my spine and | shiver in anticipation. They reach their destination as | nibble 
softly into his neck urging him on. His finger enters my body and my teeth nick him slightly. He stretches me 


as fast as he can with me moaning and pleading into his shoulder. 


Just when | think | can't wait a second longer his fingers withdraw and we rearrange our bodies so that he is 
at my entrance. He pushes in slowly as always while | yell at him in complete frustration for more. Once he is 
all the way in | wrap by feet around him using the slippery wall as the only thing for leverage. Our pace 
steadily increases as our voices sing the chorus of our duet in ever growing louder moans. The anticipation 
builds and | start losing all awareness of the world outside of us. The song we have memorized through the 
years perfected by time and love. My mind goes blank as pleasure builds at increasing pressure aching for 
release. As the song comes to an end the pressure can take now more and sets off a chain reaction leaving us 


both unable to stand safely in the shower. 


As is the life we lead we dress quickly and head down stairs to go to the interview careful not to give away 
what we were doing moments before. It was then | remembered | never used my conditioner. That's all l'm 
going to think about the entire interview. | briefly think of running back up to start the regimen over. But then 
as we turn the corner we are met by the mighty Hetfield glare and | know if | try to run away | will face 
bodily harm. | guess the thought will stay here until it sleeps. 


